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Foreword

One week after returning to Ottawa from the 1998 annual meetings
of the American Society of Criminology in Washington, D.C., for-
mer Carleton University sociologist Shahid Alvi and I decided to
take a break from our work and visit our neighborhood pub. In spite
of the cold November weather, we ventured outside and down the
street to be with our own, so to speak, where we could exchange
views on the current state of crime control and prevention in our
community, in Canada, and in the United States. Over a mug, we
talked of popular law and order crime-prevention strategies and
their effects as we saw them. We set our minds once again to com-
ing up with alternative strategies, ones that would reach out to the
wider society. Our conversation was not optimistic. Shortly after
this discussion, I received a copy of William DelLeon-Granados’s
Travels through Crime and Place: Community Building as Crime
Control.

The time is indeed right for this book. Travels through Crime
and Place is one of the most practical and innovative contributions
to the understanding of crime control that I have ever read. It is
“about alternatives”—not only to understanding the dynamics of
social conflict, but also to scientific research methods that investigate
them and criminal justice policies that attempt to address them. Why
do I say this? DelLeon-Granados has traveled to communities of
different sizes, permanence, and health in the United States to
observe and to ask: “How does this community understand its
conflicts? Who is working to stop crime here? How are they doing
it?” The author explores well-publicized avenues of community
policing and citizen-watch groups, but then probes ever deeper into
what makes a cohesive, functioning community. “Is this community
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brought together through its efforts or more divided along lines of
race or age or politics? What still needs to be taken into account?”
Police priorities and behavior are part of the solution, but so are
urban design, people’s attitudes toward the past, their patterns of
consumption, even their own awareness of their power to achieve
pragmatic solutions.

As it reaches across disciplines, Travels through Crime and Place
points the way toward a new paradigm for ailing and disheartened
neighborhoods. It suggests that a shared set of community values
can be reached through exploration, give and take, and, finally, con-
sensus among members. It raises the possibility of indigenous solu-
tions—specific to a time and place, and developed from within the
community itself, from its own agenda.

Travels through Crime and Place is also “about alternatives” in
the way DeLeon-Granados uses personal narrative to present his
observations throughout the book. In an age in which surveys and
quantitative data analysis drive the bulk of North American crimi-
nological research, the author encourages us to seek a different
route, one that takes people’s personal experiences seriously. I am
extremely impressed by this, and by the time and effort he devoted
to talking to people across the United States. I'm sure that, regard-
less of their political, empirical, or theoretical orientation, many
readers will find his storytelling approach to be so compelling that
they will consider following in his footsteps.

In my own case, 'm deeply grateful to William DeLeon-
Granados for rekindling my optimism and for taking me on a jour-
ney toward a new social order, one that promotes building
communities. The depression that permeated my afternoon in the
pub with Shahid is gone, owing in large part to reading this book. I
hope that, you, too, will find it filled with “good news.” The good
news, as DelLeon-Granados powerfully points out, is that “people
stop crime, specifically people who form cohesive, interdependent
communities.”

There is much more I can and would like to say about this book.
However, I don’t want to delay your own travels through crime and
place. Still, one last comment is in order before you begin your
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journey through the pages of this book. Be prepared for a reinvigo- | xiii
ration of your imagination.

WALTER S. DEKESEREDY
Carleton University
Ottawa, Canada
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Introduction

To stop a crime, call a community

We do not shape our policies to the mistaken and
infantile notions of the man in the street. QOur job is not
to ask them what they think but to tell them!

—Ralph Ellison, Invisible Man

ore than a generation ago and a lifetime in the past, I

spent my first seven years in a world quite apart from

the one that most children who grow up in contempo-
rary America experience. For a brief time, before booms in real
estate, population, and employment changed a small town some
fourteen miles north of San Francisco, California, it was as idyllic,
safe, and nurturing as Andy Taylor’s mythic Mayberry or George
Bailey’s Bedford Falls. Narrow neighborhood roads ringed a vibrant
main street lined with the town hall, police and fire stations, a
church, two bars, two small grocery stores, a theater, a restaurant, a
boutique or two, a florist, and several other small businesses.

The butcher at the larger of the two grocers always knew to ask,
“Two pounds of ground round today?” when some family member
approached the counter with our weekly order. We neighborhood
kids spent time in the store crouching on the musty wooden floors at
the front, amid boxes and displays of candy. We contemplated,
inspected, and weighed our purchases under the owner Sam’s watch-
ful eye. Sam often recommended one candy over another based on
what he knew about each child’s tastes and spending ability.

When we were not ogling candy, we kids freely roamed the
streets, exploring, observing, and learning. We hiked through creeks
and vacant lots. We visited with neighbors and with the weird but
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harmless-enough hippies who lived in tepees in a large redwood
grove one block up from my house. We played hide-and-seek and
jailbreak until Mom’s familiar call filtered its way from the front
stoop across the darkening neighborhoods to find us somewhere,
finally tired and hungry but having too much carefree fun to have
noticed.

In the mornings, after my sisters and brother went off to school
(before I was old enough to attend), I explored the neighborhood on
my own, sometimes hanging out with friends and sometimes spend-
ing the days with elderly neighbors. I once followed a utility com-
pany lineman on his rounds for a week, donning my leather cowboy
boots to greet him each morning as he made his way up our block
checking telephone pole connections. On other occasions I pedaled
my scooter up to a nearby intersection and swaggered out into the
middle, where I directed traffic for amused motorists.

When I began walking to school, I was routinely watched by two
retired neighbors on the corner as I made my way up the three
blocks to the school yard. On my return in the afternoon, a young
woman who frequently sat on her porch reading would look up,
wave at me, and say, “Hey, Charlie Brown,” as she liked to call me.
One sister spent many hours next door with a retired schoolteacher
who taught her how to bake cookies, paint pictures, and garden. My
brother spent most of his time down the block in a tree house with
friends. If we dared speak a derogatory remark to town folk or
contemplate and carry out some uncivil act, any adult was likely to
correct us.

My forays into the intersection to direct traffic were in reverence
to a world that deeply respected public-safety personnel and author-
ity. We knew the names of nearly every police officer in town, and
the few whom we saw as mean—the Barney Fifes who often fol-
lowed the book too closely—were favorites at the dunk tank during
the town’s Fourth of July celebration. At night, the stillness was
sometimes broken by a momentary ruckus as the town’s firemen, all
volunteers, jumped into their turnouts, dashed from their homes,
and clumsily raced to the firehouse, their rubber boots making com-
forting clopping sounds against the pavement.

One particularly difficult winter around Christmastime, my
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mother was struggling to make ends meet. She warned us kids that
Santa Claus was not always able to visit every house. We were
surprised on Christmas morning by a floor full of presents; years
later I learned it was the firemen and police officers who had pitched
in to buy them. When my mom could not find a baby-sitter for the
five of us, her boss let her bring us to her job at the local theater,
where we sometimes watched the same movie over and over.

My world was free from even the thought of crime. Everyone I
came in contact with either was someone I knew or knew someone I
knew. A stranger in this world would draw immediate attention. To
us, strangers who offered candy to children were an abstraction
known only to the fictional characters who appeared in grainy
black-and-white educational films shown at school. My mother
spent more time reminding us to respect neighbors than to watch out
for molesters. The hippies down the block smoked something we did
not know much about, but they never tried to offer any to us. They
did, however, always provide us with pistachios, which we thought
were the most exotic thing on earth. Gangs, drugs, pimps and pros-
titutes, child abductions, graffiti, and urban disorder were realities
that would enter my world only after I left town.

That town in my past was a buffer against crime and provided
support and nurture for my family. It offered close contact and
bonding with people in the community, people I deeply respected. I
never wanted to harm those people or cause them distress, because |
could identify with them. The network in town transmitted norms
about cooperation and provided communication about people who
needed assistance. If something happened to someone, the town
likely would come to know about it and would respond if needed.

Those characteristics that the small town demonstrated are what
sociologist Robert Sampson and his colleagues refer to as “collective
efficacy” in their recent landmark study based on a survey of Chi-
cago neighborhoods. Neighborhoods rich in collective efficacy are
sources for abundant informal social control, mutual trust, and
cohesion. They are places where neighbors can depend on one
another for help in times of crisis, and where the social capital of
residents provides a powerful regulation of behavior. The good news
is that people stop crime, specifically people who form cohesive,



